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Hilda Neale turned and, saying nothing, moved
away. But Doreen had seen her face, and knew
that she resented the girl being here, knew that
she was wretchedly unhappy.

The guests started arriving. They could hear
the sharp sound of cars in the frosty drive, of
the door opening and shutting, of coming and
going. Soon there was the sound of music in
the house, and of voices, eagerness and chatter.
It was Christmas as Doreen had always visualised
it when she was at the convent with the view of
the Jungfrau between the mountains. It was
Christmas as she had always wanted to live it.

And, she thought, Charles is quite WTong if
he imagines that I should ever fall in love with
somebody younger and gayer. Quite wrong.
After all, I'd be a fool to throw all this away,
putting it at its lowest, and anyway I do love
him so.

At supper-time Charles made the announce-
mem.

She went across to his side at the top table.
She stood there tremulously lovely, but looking
very young. Hilda Neale watched her from the
far corner.

Hilda Neale knew what was coming. She had
known for a long time. She, herself caring for
Charles as she did, was not blind to signs which
Doreen would never notice. This morning she
had watched them when they were feeding the
birds together; she had seen Charles taking
Doreen's arm with that air of proprietorship; later
she aad seen him stoop and kiss her.

It won't be a success, she had said to herself